In despair, Scipione turned to Madonna Aurelia, and vehemently*
with outfiung arms, implored her to try to move her son from thit
obstinacy. Bat for once Madonna Aurelia was in complete agreement
with Prospero.
"I think I understand his views," she said. "Believe me, Scipione,
be knows what he is doing. He may move slowly, but only so that he
may strike more surely. Trust him as I do."
"Trust him ?" Scipione echoed, and his handsome face was further
darkened now. In his deep chagrin, confronted with the frustration
of all his measures to procure a revolution, deprived of the master-
weapon upon which he had so confidently counted, a sudden suspicion
came to explain his failure. He stood squarely before Prospero, his
hands on his hips, his dark, handsome eyes fiercely intent upon his
friend's calm countenance.
"Will you be open with me ?" he asked.
"Have you ever found me otherwise?"
"You may never before have had occasion for deceit with me.**
"I do not think I like the implication. But no matter. What do
you want to ask me ?"
"On this matter of your alliance by marriage . . . That you
agreed to it I understand. At least, I thought I understood. I thought
I knew you well enough. I judged that you found it necessary; that
,you agreed so as to lull them whilst you heated your irons. But now
that the moment to strike has come, and you refuse to profit by it, I
ask myself did I misjudge you? I ask myself . . ." He paused there,
then added brutally: "Do you play a double game with us ?"
"A double game?5' said Prospero. He remained bland. "And
with you, do you say ? I play no game with you at all. I play my own
game, in my own way. I welcome those who join me, amongst whom
I have reckoned you. But this does not make me the servant of their
aims." He laughed, "You have shown me something, Scipione. Let
me disabuse your mind. I shall not spend myself to crush the Donas
so as to further your ambition, the French ambition, or the ambition
of any faction.**
And now Scipione was viperishly contemptuous. "I've shown you
something, have I ? But what have you shown me ?"
"You shall tell me."
"First answer me this: Now that you are here, do you go forward
with this Doria marriage?"
"The betrothal will be formally announced tonight.'*
"That is the answer I was already expecting. All is explained, I
think." There was horror and loathing in his glance. "You disclose
'at last the comfortable bed you've made yourself. You take the easier
way to advancement. You accept even the helping hand of your
father's murderers. You urge pretexts for postponing a justice which
you no longer intend to execute. And I have loved you. I have
thought you were a man."
"At need I could prove that you were right."
"You've proved all that I need to know of you. You've found
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